The QpmicaU Hiftoty of 

Per. I pray you tarry, paufc a day or two 
Before you hazard : for in choofing wrong 
I loofe your company, therefore forbeare a while. 
There’s fomething tels me (but it is not loue) 

I would not lofe you, and you know your felfe. 
Hate counfclsnotin fuch a quality. 

But leaft you Ihould not vnderftand me well, 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue, but thought, 

I would detaine you hecrc fome mon«th or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
//ow to choofe right, but I am then forfworne. 

So will I neuer be, fo may you mifle me. 

But if you do, you’l make me wifla a finne. 

That I had bene forfworne. Beflirew your eyes. 
They haue ore lookt me, and diuided me. 

One halfe of me is yours,the other halfe yours. 
Mine ownel would fay ; but if mine then yours. 
And fo all yours. O thefe naughty times 
Puts barres betweene the owners and their rights* 
And fo though yours, not yours (proue it fo) 

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I fpeake too long, but tis to peize the time, 

To eck it,and to draw out in length. 

To ftay you from ele&ion. 

Baff. Let me choofe. 

For as I am,I,liue vpon the racke. 

Par. Vpon the racke Bajfanio, then confefle 
What treafon there is mingled with your loue. 

Baff. None butthat vgly treafon of miftruft, , 
Which makes me feare th’inioying of my loue, 
There may as well be amity and life 
Tweene fnow and fire, as treafon and my loue* 

Por. 1 but I feare you fpeake vpon the racke. 
Where men enforc ed do fpeake any thing. 

‘Bajf. Promtfc mohfe,and ile corifeffe the truth, 
v Por. W ell then,confc{fe and liuc. 


the *5V / er chant of Venice . 

Ri/.ConfeCfe and loue. 

Had bene the very fum of my confelhon : 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfweres for deliuerance : 

But let me to my fortune and the Caskets. 

Portia. hvivy then, I am loekt in one or them. 

If you do loue me, you will finde me out. 

N’errilf* and the reft,ftand all aloofe. 

Let muficke found while he doth make his choiie. 
Then if he lofe, he makes a Swan-Kke end, 

Fading in muficke. That the comparifon 

May Hand more proper, my eye Bull be the ftreame 

And watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is muficke then ? Then muficke is 
Euen as the flouri(h,when true fubie&s bow 
To a new crownd Monarch : Such it is. 

As are chofe dulcet founds in breake of day. 

That creepe into the dreaming Bridegroomes eare. 
And fummon him to marriage.Now he goes 
With no lefle prefence.but with much more loue 
Then young Alcides, when he did redeeme 
The virgin tribute,payd by howling Troy , 

To the fea-monftcr : I ftand for facrifice. 

The reft aloofe are the Vardanian wiues, 

With bleared vifages come foorth to view 
The iffue of th’cxploit : Goe Hercules , 

Liue thou, 1 liue with much more difmay 
To view the fight, then thou that mak ft the fray. 

A fongjke whilfi Bajfanio comments on the 
Cas'iets to himfelfe. 


Tell me where is fancy bred. 

Or in the heart, or in the head ? 
How begot , how nourijhsd ? 
ft ^engendered in the eye. 


Tfiplie, reply. 
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